TENNYSON   AND   HIS   FRIENDS
XII
And you, that now are lonely, and with Grief
Sit face to face, Might find a flickering glimmer of relief
In change of place.
XIII
What use to brood? this life of mingled pains
And joys to me, Despite of every Faith and Creed, remains
The Mystery.
XIV
Let golden youth bewail the friend, the wife,
For ever gone. He dreams of that long walk thro' desert life
Without the one.
xv
The silver year should cease to mourn and sigh-Not long to wait-So close are we, dear Mary, you and I To that dim gate.
XVI
Take, read! and be the faults your Poet makes
Or many or few, He rests content, if his young music wakes
A wish in you
XVII
To change our dark Queen-city, all her realm
Of sound and smoke, For his clear heaven, and these few lanes of elm
And whispering oak.